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was like music, the rhythm that was in the
waves of sound itself and the light-waves of
the sun; but in the rain, the wet road, the
lonely house, the great wall that shuts in the
creature-self, the shroud of dust, the night
black as a black-stone.
It was an emotion so sure of itself that it
made no effort after novelty or originality, but
took the things that occur to us all, and dwelt
upon them, and made them alive, and musical
and significant. Their effect on those who
read them was curious; one famous English
critic expressed this effect half humorously
when he said : " I have met several people, not
easily impressed, who could not read that book
without tears. As for me, I read a few pages
and then put it down, feeling it to be too good
for me. The rest of it I mean to read in the
next world. ..."
To explain the true incidence of song is
always lost endeavour. All one can do is to
say the lyric fire is there for those who can
and care to receive it; and for the others, of
what use to try to convince them ? You
cannot force a reader to like Shelley, or under-
stand the innocence of Blake, any more than